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Channel went back over his life in his mind. He thought of
the things he had done... the things he had not done. There
were always regrets at the things that had ended before their
time. There was regret, too, at the loss of pain that was almost
pleasure, at the pleasure that was almost pain. For many
years these regrets had come back continually at the sight of
a shop, a restaurant, a street, the name of a certain dish on a
menu, a word found in a book, at hazard, as you turned the
page; at a song, at a bar of music, at the turn of some woman's
head in the street, at the color of a dress or the sound of a
voice. All this because it was not done, because it had never
been finished one way or the other, and your heart had been
left dangling like a puppet on a string.
And what had you actually known of any woman, of her
desires? What had she wanted of you? You only knew what
you had wanted of her. You only knew your own desires, your
own motives. And even those you did not know fully. You
only knew what you were permitted to know of them, for
your personality kept its secrets from your person.
How priggishly he had talked of love to Wilson! Man's
actual motive was rarely the apparent one. Reality, the un-
known force, cast its shadow in some conventional and ac-
ceptable design. The dream even had to be interpreted; it
never stood intact, alone: it was derivative, suggestive... it
was the writing on the wall, but writing in a strange tongue
and in parable. There was no man who could accept himself
as he was. The truth, the actual truth about himself would
terrify him if he knew it, send him mad or into a monastery.
When Luther saw the Devil and flung his inkhorn at him, he
saw, not the Devil, but Martin Luther, Other experiences
might have made Luther into something else, but that other
thing that he might have become would have been different
only in degree. On each man, as on every generation, lay
the impress of the last.
He thought of his own father: he remembered him singing